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I The Paſſionate Lovers. 4 
IE A Farewell to the Country. 1 
III. Farewel, my Dear, S&S. 
IV. Bung your Eye. 
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To a new. Minuit Tune. 
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Harming Phillis, clear as Lillies 

But her Will is to diſdain; 
This fair Creature's beauteous Features 

Gives me Pleaſure mix'd with Pain. 


Lips like Cherries, black as Berries, 
Are the Eyes of Phillis fair; 

Slender waiſted, Snow-white breaſted, 
None with Phillis can compare. 


Breath like Poſies, June diſpoſes, 
Sweet as Roſes, fragrant Smell; 

Brisk and airy, like a Fairy, 
Charms that Nature doth excel. 


Lovely Jewel, be not cruel, 
Quench my Fuel, fee me burn, 

See me languiſh, eaſe my Anguiſh ; 
Turn, Oh! lovely Charmer, turn; 


Grant your Favour, and Jever 
Will endeavour to adore; 
PII careſs thee, and will bleſs thee, 


With true Love for evermore. 
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A Farewel to the Country. I 
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FArewel you Hills and Vallies, 
Farewel you verdant Shades, 
PI make more pleaſant Sallies 
To Plays and Maſquerades; 
Where Joys for Towns'lll barter, 
Where Pinks and Lillies grow, 
What's Roſes to a Garter? K 
What's Lillies to a Beau? 


Farewel Tom, Dick, and Harry, 
Farewel Moll, Nell, and Sue, 
No longer muſt I tarry, 
But bid you all adieu; 
For a Time I will retire, 
To go among the Quality ; 
Where many a Knight and Squire 
Shall gladly wait on me. 


Farewel, ye ſhady Bowers, 
Where Lovers often meet, 

And paſs the ſilent Hours, 

In melting Kiſles fweet : 

Of all the Country Pleatures, 
P11 take a long Adieu, 

For I have no more Leiſure 
To ſpend my Time with you. 
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Arewel, my Dear, farewell, adieu, 
And do not you mourn or troubled be, 
For as the Fiſhes that ſwim in the Ocean Sea, 
So. conſtant [I will remain; 
There's none but thee, my Bride ſhall be, 
When I return again. 


The dangerous Seas, Love, trouble me ſore, 
Leaſt ycu ſhonld go and return no more 
Tour Company I more deſire, | 
Than all the Gold in Store; | 
Then tarry with me, ſtay, and go not away, 
Leaft you ſhall return 10 more. 


One Voyage, my Dear, then I will return, 

And Travelling quite will forbear ; 8 

That lovely Breaſt my Rock ſhall be, 
Thy Eyes like Diamonds ſhine; 

Ten Thouſand Times I ſhall think on thee, 

When I am beyond the Line. 


But 1 have beard full many a Time, 

That ſome dies at Sea, and others are caſt away, 

Aud if either of theſe thy Fate ſhonld prove, 
ben quite undone am Þ for your Sake, 

My tender Heart will break, 

And I with Grief ſhall die 
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The dangerous Seas, Love, talk of no more, 
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Some die at Sea, and-fome on the Shore, 2 
The Heav'nly Powers will protect ; 
$ Me-whilft.I-am on the Main, 9 
Je The Powers above will protect my Love, g 
III go and return again. I 


be, When I do return with Gold and Silver Store, F 
a, | You then no more ſhall mourn, 2» 
Your Sorrow then you ſhall. give o er, _— 

I'll kiſs and hug you in my Arms, = 

And grant what you defire, ſo no more 
complain | 

0 18 s tormenting Charms. 


The Turks who are-your. mortal Enemy, Wl 
That feek_ daily your Life for to deſtroy ; 
I'll fight upto bs Knees 1n Blood, Ai 
For to preſerve my Dear, | A 
The Hevens above protect my Love, = | 
Till be return 72 e there. -j' 
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Bung your Eye. —_ 


1 Am a country Lad, tis ny 
And it was my Inclination, | 
* To come up to Londen Town, 
There to ſee the Faſhion : 
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But at firſt I was ſurpriz d 6 

Io hear ſo odd a Cry, Sir, 

« Some call'd out, Vill you wheedle away ? 
And ſome cry'd, Bung your Eye, Sir. 


What they meant I long'd to know; 
Soon they did inform me, 
And ſaid, It was a Dram, or ſo, 
That wou'd cheer and warm me: 
For they ſaid it was very good, 
I 0o keep out Wind and Weather, 
S0 J fat down amongſt the reſt, 
And we bung'd our Eyes together. 


*Tis in Faſhion now in Town, 
| And very much in Vogue, Sir, 
From the Courtier to the Clown, 
Each will take his Cogue, Sir, 
Few there-are will it refuſe, 
Or will the ſame deny, Sir, 
Which if you do diſcreetly uſe, 
Tou may ſafely bung your Eye, Sir 


Madam that does keep her Coach, 
Oftentimes will doſe it, 
And when ſhe wants a Dram of Nantz, 
Slips into her Cloſet, 7 
Becauſe ſhe cares not to be ſeen, 
But does it privately, Sir; 
And ſo wo find tis very plain, 
_ = She loves to bung ber Eye, Sir. 


And 
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And the Maid that is ſo coy, , 
With her Piſli and Fie, Sir, 
You may gain her Female Toy, = 
If once you bung ber Eye, Sir; _— 
Tho? before ſhe ſeem'd fo loath | 
To yield up her Charms, Sir, 1 
Then you'll find: ſhell be fo kind, 9 
To hug you in her Arms, Sir. 


The diſſembling whining Saint, 
Who will not ſwear nor lie, Sir, 
When he finds his Spirits faint, = 
Streight he hungs bis Eye, Sir, ul 
Since the Creature is ſo good. g 
Why ſhould we it deſpiſe, Sir ? 4 
It will nouriſh and refine your Blood, 
Then let us bung our Eyes, $r, 


OED none ee e eee eee 
A neu Love SONG. 


7 O L LY the lovely, the charming Fair, 
Be not the Cauſe of my Deſpair, 
But unto me ſome Pity ſhew, © © 


Before I leave this World below. 


No more ſhall Grief my Soul oppreſs, 
For it lies fair in Polly's Breaſt; 
Every Charmer that I view, 
Fades and dies when compar'd to you, 
Come, 
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"Come. kind Cupid! ſend: 3508 7 Dart, 5 N 
To pierce fair -Po{lz' to the Heart, n 
That I from her ſome Smiles may have, is 


Or ſend me to ſome ſilent AT —_— 


Poll 8 kind Auer. 1 
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| I not, my Swain, your Grief give o'er, 
Since you -Polly-do- adorm 
Could I believe your Love was true, 

1 would reſignt my Dreatly to you. 


You tell me, I your Soul poſſeſs. 
And center'd in my panting Breaſt, 
With me then let it ſtill remain, 
And take my own in IA again. 


Come to the Altar let us hey, | 
Where Hymen's Band we'll quickly tye, 
And if you prove a faithful Swain, 
Tm Love for Love return again. | 


1 F 1 1 
us 
£36 14 
1/08 
"Ih 
4 «1 
1 8 - 1219818 
. | i 
" 1 . CY 8 
* N = % 1 ol 
y 


